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a real theatre, with Mr Augustus Harris surveying the proceedings
in ineffable awe from a stage box- Ibsen's mortally wounded
enemies filling London with their screams of anguish; and Mr
Grein the most famous manager in Europe, bar M. Antoine of
Paris, also of barn antecedents. And now, gentlemen of the
Wagnerian persuasion, what are you going to do after this? Give
another conversazione at the Royal Institute, no doubt. That is
so like what Wagner himself did at Zurich, is it not?

25 March 1891

LOOKING back from Easter to Christmas, I pray, now it is all
over, that it may be long before I again have to make such a tale
of bricks without straw as during this most barren period. No
doubt the early winter appeals ad misericordiam of Halle and
Henschel for audiences were discouraging to musical enterprise,
and the frost was benumbing; but still, it ought to be impossible
for a musical critic in London, even during a bombardment, to
be compelled to fall back, as often as I have had to, upon him
who finds mischief still for idle hands to do. This last week I have
hardly heard a note of music, except the Crystal Palace concert,
at which Isaye played, on Saturday. I am told that there was a
Philharmonic concert on Thursday; but the directors thought it
better not to mention it to me; and I, on my part, was unwilling
to intrude at the risk of making the conductor nervous.

One of the good works done by the Royal College of Music
has been die evangelization of Kensington, which I take to be
the home of the submerged nine-tenths of the Art-affecting
middle-class, by a guild of young fiddlers, ex-students of the
College, and ready for anything in the way of chamber-music.
The vigor and skill they shew always astonishes me. It may be
that my early experience of amateur and apprenticed violinists,
especially young women, was unfortunate; but I cannot help
thinking that there has been an enormous improvement in them
since my boyhood. At that time the sight of a fiddle-case in a
drawing room filled me with terror: it boded all that was in-